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By suffrage universal It was built,

As practised then, for all the country came

From far as Kouen, to give votes for God9

Each vote a block of stone securely laid

Obedient to the master's cleep-mused plan.

Will what our ballots rear, responsible

To no grave forethought, stand so long as this ?

Delight like this the eye of after days

Brightening with pride that here, at least, were

men

Who meant and did the noblest thing they knew ?
Can our religion cope with deeds like this ?
We, too, build Gothic contract-shams, because
Our deacons have discovered that it pays,"
And pews sell better under vaulted roofs
Of plaster painted like an Indian squaw.
Shall not that Western Goth, of whom we spoke,
So fiercely practical, so keen of eye,
Find out, some day, that nothing pays but God,
Served whether on the smoke-shut battle-field,
In work obscure done honestly, or vote
For truth unpopular, or faith maintained
To ruinous convictions, or good deeds
Wrought for good's sake, mindless of heaven or

hell?

Shall he not learn that all prosperity,"
Whose bases stretch not deeper than the sense,
Is but a trick of this world's atmosphere,
A desert-born mirage of spire and dome,
Or find too late, the Past's long lesson missed,
That dust the prophets shake from off their feet
Grows heavy to drag down both tower and wall ?